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Right by your side 


Author's Notes: 
When | started my computer | wanted to write a PWP. Then this happened.. 


I'd like to make clear that | definitely don't want to ridicule or underestimate mental illnesses. 


When you're young, you usually associate a telephone ringing in the middle of the night with something fun: 
your friends inviting you to come over to a late-night party or dirty talk with the girl you've met last week. 


When you're older, you usually associate a telephone ringing in the middle of the night with bad news. In the 


worst case someone's died, or at least someone's had an accident or is in trouble in any other way. 


Lars felt the adrenaline rush through his body and his heartbeat accelerate when he fumbled for his cell 
phone that was lying on the bedside table next to his hotel bed He cursed when it fell to the floor and picked 
it up awkwardly bending down from the bed. When he looked at the display he saw that it was James calling. 


If this was 1985 this would have been an invitation to come over and extinguish the contents of the mini-bar 
with the rest of the boys, but this was 2011. He often thought that it was a good thing that they didn't have 
cell phones back in the 1180s. They would have come up with even crazier ideas than they already had back 
then. And there'd be even many more embarassing photos than the ones that already existed from those 


years.. 
Lars answered the phone and yawned. 

"Hey, what's up?" 

"Hey. l'm sorry for waking you up.. could you.. come over?" James' voice was low and shaky. 

A distant alarm bell started ringing inside Lars' head After more than 35 years of knowing each other, he was 
familiar with every nuance of the tone of James’ voice. And he knew it was useless to ask any more questions 
on the phone. James hated to explain himself. And towards Lars, he never had to. From the very beginning, 
they'd had some sort of telepathic communication Sometimes they just needed to look each other in the eye 
to know what the other one was thinking; sometimes the sound of the other's voice was enough. 

"lll be right there." 


The line went dead without another word from James. 


Lars stumbled out of bed looking for his bath robe and flip-flops and put them on clumsily on his way to the 


door. 


A few moments later he was with James, who was the complete opposite of the intimidating individual who had 


ruled the stage a couple of hours ago. He looked tired and weary, but at the same time tense and uneasy. 
Lars wrapped his arms around him and pulled him close instinctively. "Hey, man. What's wrong?" 


‘Its hard to explain," James’ voice was muffled by the fabric of Lars' robe as he was pressing his face onto 


Lars' shoulder. 


"Is been building up for a while after that incident with this annoying woman at the meet-and-greet. And then 
today there were all these fans almost blocking the hotel entrance. l.. felt like | was being suffocated. And all 
those hysterical people backstage at the venue, all the questions, all the faces looking at me like | was an alien.. 
Everyone wants something from me, everyone expects something.. I'm never alone, there's always someone 


watching me." James took a deep breath and let out a long sigh. 


There were only two situations in life where James Hetfield was completely confident and happy: when he was 
at home with his family or when he stood on stage playing a song. He despised everything else that the music 
business and the rockstar life demanded from him. And he hated the artificial creature that the media wanted 
him to be. The Mighty Hetfield.. It sounded cool and kind of flattering twenty years ago. Now that creepy 
monster had become the reason why he couldn't lead a normal life anymore. 

"Come on, you have to relax." Lars patted James’ shoulder, still hugging him. 

"I tried to apply all that meditation crap I've learned, but somehow it's no use today. Every time | lay down this 
feeling keeps coming back and | just can't fight it. My heart starts racing and | sweat like hell and | shake and | 


feel so helpless. I'm fucking scared, man.." 


The last few words were barely audible. Lars knew that he was the only person in the world beside James' 


wife who James would reveal his feelings to so frankly. 

Lars pulled away a little from James and tried to look him in the eyes. 

"Fock, Im sorry | haven't noticed earlier that it's so bad. You know that Il do anything to help you, James!" 
"| guess it would help a lot if you just stay by my side and watch over me. 

"Don't you think we should take you to a hospital?" 

"Fuck, no! That would stir even more attention and questions and all that shit. God, | just wanna sleep." 
"Okay, okay. You're right. We'll do whatever you feel is best for you" 

"So can you stay with me tonight?” 


"Yeah, sure. My back's not gonna thank me for a night on a hotel couch, but if it makes you feel better, I'll 
stay. No problem." 


"| didn't mean on the couch." 

Lars froze and stared at James. "Huh?" 

James sighed. 

‘Im serious, | feel very bad and l'm afraid that | might get a panic attack or whatever they call that shit. Im 
asking you to look after me, and I'd feel a lot safer if you were right by my side. Sounds pretty fucked up, | 


know. But.. | just need someone to hold me and soothe me and tell me to breathe and stuff.. can you do that 


for me?" 


Ever since Lars knew James, he hadn't been able to resist those sky blue eyes. 

"O.kay. Sure. If it helps you." 

"Thank you. | appreciate it" 

With those words, James was already on his way back to bed, got in and held the blanket up for Lars to follow 
him. The smaller man approached the bed, sat down and kicked off his flip-flops, then lay down stiffly beside 
James. 

"Are you gonna sleep in your fucking robe?" 

"You know that | sleep in the nude. I'm not wearing anything underneath it" 

"Then grab my shirt over there on the chair. You can sleep in that:" 


"But then | still don't have any boxers. And yours don't fit me. I'll go back to my room and get mine." 


"No! Don't leave! Come on, it's not like | haven't seen every inch of your body in the last 35 years. Please, just 
stay. | don't care what you're wearing. Let's just go to sleep, okay?" 


James turned around and closed his eyes, clearly not accepting ‘no' for an answer. 


With a sigh Lars took his robe off, climbed back into bed and turned off the bedside lamp. He shifted for a 
while until he was halfway comfortable, then he stared into the darkness. 


There was no way he was going to get any sleep tonight.. 
He listened to James breathing in and out, felt his warm arm lightly touch his own cold one. 


For helvede, stop worrying, fucker! James is gonna be better tomorrow. And if not, we can stil call a doctor. And 
we'll try fo keep James out of the public as much as possible. No problem.. Nothing we can't deal with 


Lars realized he'd been holding his breath for a while, but he didn't want James to notice, so he tried to exhale 
as quietly as possible. 


In reality, it wasn't James' health that made him feel nervous. 
Am | the only one who thinks this is weird? Lying in bed beside James, naked. Hello? 
Then he remembered the look in James' eyes and how miserable he had been 


Calm down, Lars, calm down! You're simply helping your friend to get over his mental problems. There's absolutely 


nothing erotic about this. Just touch his arm and soothe him when he panics. Just stroke his cheek to let him know 
you're watching over him. He's feeling down and he's definitely not trying to revive any old romantic emotions. 
They're long gone. We've agreed on that many years ago. We've grown up. We're band mates and business partners 
And former lovers. 

Lovers? Fuck buddies? Something in between maybe. 

Until today, Lars still hadn't found an appropriate definition for what happened between James and him for 


about |5 years during the 80s and IOs, when the mixture of youth, success and booze made them 


adventurous. They never analyzed it later on. 


When they both became fathers, they agreed it had to stop. Lars had suffered, but he endured it. For James. 


Because he knew how important it was for James to get rid of his addictions. And Lars was one of them. 
Lars was proud that they were finally able to get along so great these days after everything that had 
happened over the years. Metallica was their priority, not their egos anymore. Family life kept them busy 
outside of Metallica And aging gradually put a lid on the physical cravings anyway. 


Lars startled when James suddenly moved. Was he asleep? Was he still awake? Again Lars listened to him 


breathe for while, but he wasn't sure. 


God, | wish this night was over. Maybe | should move to the couch once James is fast asleep. Yes, | should do that. 
Thats the reasonable thing to do. It's going to be way too awkward tomorrow morning if we wake up side by side. 


But when Lars was just about to sit up, James moved again in his sleep and put his arm right across Lars’ 


upper body. 

Okay, so much for sleeping on the couch Wrigglng out from under James! arm would probably wake hm up. 
Turning his head to the nightstand, he spotted his cellphone and turned it on to check the time. 4:27 AM 
"Fucking half past four already?" 


Lars nearly fell out of the bed. He could almost feel his adrenaline gland shoot its injection through his veins. 


His heart beat in his chest like a jackhammer when he turned around. 


For maybe two seconds, he could see James' weary yet penetrating eyes before the light of the phone went 


out. 
"Why the fock are you putting your arm around me?" 


"Why the fuck did you want to get away?" 


"l." - ‘wanted to take a leak’ would have been a perfect answer, but that would have meant he really would 
have had to get up. And that's when he realized that he didn't want to do that at all. And that it only felt 
awkward because he didn't want to confess to himself how much he liked lying in bed by James’ side. How 
perfectly comfortable he felt with James' arm on him. And how much he wished this situation would mean 


more than just comforting his friend. 


So he just mumbled a curse and tried to think of an appropriate answer. When it took too long he decided to 
change the subject. 


"Have you been sleepin’ at all yet?" 
"Guess not." 


After another while he noticed James’ thumb slowly and gingerly stroking the skin of his shoulder that stuck 
out from under the blanket. 


That doesn't mean what you think it means, Lars He does it unconsciously. Its just a displacement activity. He just 
wants to make sure youre stil there. Dammit! Dont flatter yourself, old man! There's absolutely nothing 
attractive about you anymore. Have you taken a look at the mirror lately? Bald head, double-chin, wrinkles - why 
should James.. 


The thumb on his shoulder was replaced by a hand on his collarbone, then fingers moving up to his neck and 


back to his chest. Lars realized that he got goosebumps on his arms. 

"What are you doing?" He nearly choked on his words when he felt James’ nose brush his ear. 
"Trying to feel better." James' voice was muffled between the pillow and Lars’ neck. 

"Are you ruts?" The tone of his voice betrayed him. 

Keep going, keep going.. 

"James, this is absolutely wrong.” 

"Then tell me you don't want it" 


The voice of reason inside his head begged him to say no, but his cock vetoed. James pushed up on his elbow 
and started kissing Lars' neck. 


"Fuck.. we shouldn't do this." 


Keep going, keep going.. 


"Tell me why." James’ voice was low and sexy, and his breathing had become heavier. 


"Because.. oh, my god." He forgot his words when James' hand crept underneath the blanket and moved 


towards his hips. 

Why? Why now? Has he lost his mind? 

Fingers brushed his cock. 

Why the fuck should | care why he does it? 

Lars surrendered. Why should he deny it anymore? He'd never stopped desiring James. 

He didn't have a clue why James still wanted him though, but right now his body couldn't care less. 


James sat up for a moment to take off his shirt and boxers, then he reached over to the nightstand and 


turned on the light 
"Nol" Lars squeaked 

"Why not?" 

"Because. lm.. ugly" 

James smiled and shook his head slowly. "Come on, dude.. We both have a couple of extra pounds, dont we" 
Lars quickly reached for the lamp and turned the light off. 

‘Hey. 

"Please!" 

"Maybe the bathroom light?" 

‘Him. ‘kay’ 


James got up and walked over to the light switch. Now the room was filled with the dim light from the door 
gap. Better than the merciless revealing bed side lamp, although Lars still wished it was pitch dark. 


He tried not to fixate his eyes on James’ hardening cock when he came back to bed. 


"Aren't you afraid that we're gonna hate each other tomorrow?" 


"Not more or less afraid than | was in 1983." 
"What about your anxiety?" 
"| feel perfectly safe right now. Could you finally shut your little trap?" 


James lay down beside Lars and resumed placing soft kisses on his neck while his hands were constantly 
roaming up and down his chest, belly and hips. 


| must be dreaming. This cant be true. 

But if its a dream, why shouldn't | just enjoy it? 

Lars finally relaxed a little and started to touch James's arms and back gingerly. 

He remembered their very last time. A frantic needy fuck that left them both ashamed and disgusted because 
they had broken their resolution. But after that it never happened again. And they acted as if nothing had ever 
happened at all, for the sake of their friendship and the sake of Metallica They ripped those pages out of the 
books of their lives. But Lars kept those pages safely hidden like a treasure while assuming that James had 


burnt his. 


James’ trail of kisses moved from Lars’ neck to his ear, and Lars let out a moan when he felt James’ tongue 


behind his earlobe. 


"Some things never change, huh?" James snickered, nudged Lars’ nose with his own and lowered his lips 


towards Lars’, but Lars turned his head away. 
| guess kissing on the lips isn't such a good idea at this time in the morning.” 
"You're pretty much of a spoilsport, do you know that?" 


"You decide to make out with me again after almost 20 years and l'm supposed to act as if my knight in shiny 


armour just saved me from an evil dragon?" 


"Hey... l.. | seriously don't know where this is coming from, but all | know is that | enjoy it and that it makes me 


feel good. But if it doesn't do the same to you..” 
"It does! Oh my god, James, it does! Don't stop, please.. but..." 
"Last ‘but’, okay?" 


"Promised. It's just that | don't know if | can.. you know.. go all the way tonight" 


"Man, | don't expect that from you. How could 1? I'm not in the least prepared for that either. l'm perfectly 


fine with what we're doing right now." 

"Oh, me too, James." Lars smiled and cupped James’ shoulders with his hands. 

"Although..." 

"Hm?" 

"| wouldn't say no to a nice little hand job.." 

James wiggled his eyebrows and both men broke out with laughter. 

"Oh, man. | didn't know how much | missed this." 

"You mean my handjobs?" They chuckled again. Then James looked at Lars with an earnest expression 

‘| mean you and me. Together. You make me feel so good when you're right by my side. | know, we've grown 
up, we have responsibilities, we have families, the band's become so big, all that business stuff is taking up so 
much time.. We're leading completely different lives nowadays, but deep down inside you're still that little crazy 
Darish boy for me. The one who helped me to stand against the world Who talked for me when | was too 
scared to talk to people if it wasn't on a stage. And maybe l'm still that shy boy, too, deep down inside. And 


maybe.. you still have to protect me from the world the way you protected me back then" 


"Wow." Lars felt the tears pool up in his eyes. "This is probably the sweetest thing you've ever said to me." 
He gave James a long kiss, albeit with his lips still firmly sealed. 


"Do you think we can.. you know, just be together like this every now and then on tour?" 
"Sure, James. I'd love to 

They held each other close for a while, savoring the feeling of skin on skin 

Then Lars pulled away a little and looked up at James. 

"Can we get back to that handjob thing we were talking about earlier?" 

James snorted with laughter. 


"Where were we?" 


It was different. They were different. 


The days of acrobatic experiments and unlimited stamina were long since gone. But they didn't miss them. They 
had something else now. They celebrated their re-discovered intimacy, carefully exploring each other's bodies 


with tender touches and soft kisses. 


Life might have changed them. But in the morning when Lars woke up with his head tucked under James’ chin 


he knew that the most important thing of all would never change, and that was his undeniable love for James. 


